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And that she shall full sore obey,
For she wot never what it is. ^
But ever among she feleth this,
Thenkend upon this man of Tire,
Her herte is hote as any fire,
And otherwise it is a cale.
Now is she red, now is she pale
Right after the condition
Of her ymagination.
But ever among her thoughtes alle,
She thoughte, what so many befalle,
Or that she laugh, or that she wepe,
She wolde her gode name kepe
For fere of womanisshe shame.
But what in ernest, what in game
She stant for love in such a plite,
That she hath lost all appetite
Of mete and drinke, of nightes rest,
As she that not what is the best.
But for to thenken all her fille
She helde her ofte times stille
Within her chambre, and goth nought out
The king was of her life in doubt,
Which wiste nothing what it ment
But fell a time, as he out went                  Softer  tres
To walke, of princes sones thre There came and feUe to his knee, And eche of them in sondry wise Besought and profreth his service, So that he might his doughter have. The king, which wold her honour save, Saith, she is sike, and of that speche Tho was no time to beseche, But eche of hem to, make'a bille He bad and write his owne "wiile, His name, his fader and his good. And whan she wist, how that it stood.